its glamour of the arena had been removed; it slept right up
in the catwalk, an unsightly roll of painted canvas. The stage,
open all the way to-the backwall where pipes crawled along
the bricks, looked very big, very sober and yet fantastic.
As Madame sized up the vastness of the stage, she wondered,
as so often before, how any human voice could ever fill it
and bring it to life.   Her steps sounded loud and hollow
because there were endless caves down below; a strange,
weird underworld of machinery where little electricians and
machinists concocted the great magic of Grand Opera.  To
Madame, all this was home, this and nothing else on earth.
The corridors on the men's side were still full of life and
noise.  The elevator rumbled by with chorus singers, stage
hands, stragglers of all sorts.  Mike Stern's victorious voice
could be heard all ovet the place as he sang in his dressing-
room on the upper floor. Dressers went to and fro, tid/ing
up for the night, carrying costumes, uniforms, Spanish hats,
all the colourful paraphernalia of "Carmen/   The stairwell,
the passages, every nook and corner, were cluttered up with
props, and things like a back street in Naples. The walls were
painted in a shining, butcher-red colour which somehow
reminded Madame of the French Revolution and the guillo-
tine. Max, the little pimply-faced assistant, scurried by and
Madame stopped him to inquire if Bhakaroff was still in his
dressing-room.   "He hasn't left so far/' a stagehand said,
pushing by with a load of pennants.  Bhakaroff*s dressing-
room was the last one on the left, as far removed from the
unavoidable noise of the theatre as possible. Madame arrived
in front of the door, happy as a child about her surprise. She
didn't knock because this would have spoilt her big entrance
and her theatrical instincts were stronger than her good
manners.  Neither did she open the door in a normal way;
it flew open before her as all doors did and she stopped on
the threshold, all smiles and regrets and blessings and good
companionship.
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